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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Let him build for me a house 

Without doors or windows, 

For now am I at the end of my life." 

SONG OF THE COSSACK 

Heavily hangs the rye 

Bent to the trampled ground ; 

While brave men fighting die 
Through blood the horses bound. 

Under the white-stemmed tree 
A Cossack bold is slain — 

They lift him tenderly 
Into the ruined grain. 

Someone has borne him there, 
Someone has put in place 

A scarlet cloth, with prayer, 
Over the up-turned face. 

Softly a girl has come — 

Dpve-like she looks ; all gray — 

Stares at the soldier dumb 
And, crying, goes away. 

Then, swift, another maid — 
Ah, how unlike she is! — 
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Song of the Cossack 



With grief and passion swayed 
Gives him her farewell kiss. 

The third one does not cry, 

Caresses none has she ; 
"Three girls thy love flung by — 

Death rightly came to thee !" 

WHERE LUCK LIES 

From the Ukrainian of Fedkovich 

You, my brother, stayed at home, 
Threshing out the beans — 
I hied me to Germany 
Seeking where my Luck might be, 
League on league to roam. 

Under Bukowina's sky 

Even there I went. 

Passed the flinty Tyrol's bar, 

Wandered till I reached a star — 

Wandering still am I ! 

Ah, my brother ; you did well 
Threshing all the while. 
Luck that would not come to me, 
Luck I went so far to see — 
In your beans it fell ! 
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